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Author's Notes: 
A big THANK YOU to Nikkibbb for all the encouragement and work. | just can't thank her enough. 


And if there's anything wrong in it.. No, I'm sure there is. Blame me. 


It was meant to be an exercise and a PWP sort of thing. It turned out.. bah, you have to read it. 


"The fuck?" were the first two words | could manage out, seeing Nikki standing in the doorway. | blinked. The 
remote slipped out of my hand and hit the carpet. 


This, indeed, was too much. 

"What's that" 

„But of course, | didn't have to ask. 

Nikki chuckled. 

"You won't let me in?" 

He was leaning against the doorframe, a smug half-grin playing on his lips. Every inch the same Nikki that had 
gone out a few hours ago. | stared at his old black shirt that said in big letters HUSTLER. | stared at the 
cluster of chains hanging around his waist. | stared at the kilt. | stared at his knee-high black leather boots 


that looked heavy and badass and manly. | stared back at the kilt. 


It was black-grey, and plaid. The worst thing about it was that it wasn't the "long" type, either. It barely 


covered his knees. And as far as | could remember, he had gone out in leather pants. 


| moved away from the door. Nikki picked up the remote for me and strolled in. Apparently, he was in a good 
mood. The skirt swung about a little as he walked. 


| had to work up some courage before | could ask him about it. 


| closed the door and followed him in. 


He was sitting in the same spot | had been sitting in a few minutes ago: at the end of my bed, right in front 
of the telly. | didn't bother to flip it off before answering the door. "So you been watching it?" 


"Channel-surfing.” Like hell I'd admit | had been watching this lame cartoon and cracking up. 
He merely nodded, chewing on whatever it was he had been chewing ever since he got in. | thought about 
telling him to fuck off and get back to his own bed for a few seconds. Then | threw myself onto my bed. If | 


curled up a little, my toes wouldn't have to contact any of his body parts. 


„Fuck. Did | have to ask? 


| stared at his back. The lame cartoon. Nikki settled with it. He tucked one foot under him, put the other up. | 
stared at his ass in that damned plaid cloth as he shook a little with silent laughter, and couldn't help 
wondering about one little thing. 


For sure, Nikki Sixx would never have put on any item of underwear under his black leather pants, right? 


„Right. 


The insanely happy melodies of the theme song echoed. Nikki switched off the TV and cut it off mid-line. 
"Vince," he said, without turning back. 


| looked away, buried my face deeper into the pile of pillows and blanket and dirty clothes and whatever else, 
and tried to sound annoyed. "Huh?" 


"Quit i," he said 
"Quit what?" 

"Stealing glances at me 

"| dont know what you're talking about" 

"Dude. You can look at me all you want, just admit it, okay? You like my new outfit" 
Fucker. "I wasn't looking at you" 

"Yeah? Then what were you looking at?" 


"That spot on the wall, see? That tainted spot. There was a fly on it. And then it flew away. | was wondering.. 


something.” 
"You were looking at me and getting horny.’ 


It was totally pointless and untrue. I'd die sooner than get horny for a kilt-clad Nikki Sixx. He was plain fucking 
unbearable. Worse than ten Tommys, I'd say. | had no idea why | even talked to him. 


"Yeah, it's pretty fucking cool," | said. "I like it. Where did you get it? From your new boyfriend Axl Rose?" 


"| bought it" 
"Yeah, from Axl." 


He looked up. "Vince." But | had put on a straight face in time. He looked down again and studied his toes for a 
while. Then: "So you don't like it?" 


Fuck it. The look on his face almost made me feel sorry. 

Keyword: almost. 

"IFs all good, but." | looked for the right word; turned out the word | found eventually was too right. "It's 
somewhat, um, you know. Gay.” 

There was silence. Then there was a little "Oh". Then there was more silence. Now that fucker had his back to 
me again. | counted seconds. 

"Hey." 

No response. 

"There, man. | was joking.” 

Still no response. 

"Hey, come on" | poked him with a toe. 

„And found out immediately it was a bad move indeed. Without any warning, he grabbed my ankle and yanked. 


"Gay, huh?" He leaned in, his face inches from mine. And there was that malicious sparkle in his eyes. | was 


pinned to the mattress. "I'll show you what's gay." 


"Wait--wait." | shoved him away. 


At least | tried to; he was so fucking heavy. I'd been saying, like, forever, that itd be better if | were on top. | 


mean, wouldn't it? But that arrogant fucker just never listened to any-- 

"What?" 

| could feel his fucking voice on my earlobe. It was getting all bad. "We have a show tonight, remember?" 
"So?" 

"Sorry, man. No butt sex," | said, nervous. 


Too late. His hand had already sneaked in. | cursed myself for being too lazy to put on something less 


removable than a hotel bathrobe. 

Ard that fucker completely ignored my words. He kept moving. Doing.. things. 

| grabbed his arm. He then finally appeared to be thinking for a while. 

"| don't see why not" 

You don't? 

But | wasn't thrilled by the idea of walking funny on stage, thank you. 

"| can, um, suck you off. Or something” 

| tried to wiggle away from under him. Succeeded this time. | knelt on the carpet and peeked 
He hissed as | reached in and took hold of his cock 


| knew it. 


"Get rid of that stupid grin, Vince. And get to work already." 


| nuzzled my way up the inner side of his thigh, and bit. He mhpmed | darted out my tongue to comfort it. 
Then | lapped a little. Then | put my lips on it. 


Then | took it all into my mouth. 
| heard a slight groan. Yeah, | knew some tricks, and it sure had something to do with genius... But to be fair? 


He taught me most of them. God knows how he got to know them. You know, sometimes you couldn't help 


wondering... 


| suckled at the tip and heard that hissing sound again. Dark and hot in here; it sure had nothing to do with the 
fact that Nikki was wearing a kilt, but damn, | did get turned on a bit. Gotta finish it off quickly... 


And then have him return the favor. 

Mmm. Nice. 

„Next thing | knew, he grabbed a handful of my hair, and | was out of there, and my hair stuck up at all the 
wrong angles. | hadn't finished yet. | stared at the perfect thin line of his lips and thought | knew what it was 
he wanted. 

"Get up." 

"What? No!" 

He reached out an arm and got me up. There wasn't much | could do other than some useless struggle; he 
was so strong. And although he hadn't ever said so and would likely never do, | just fucking knew itd get him 


hotter. The horny motherfucker... 


"Fine, fine. At least get some lube, man" 


„Well, fuck. Not like it was the first time, anyway. 


